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the sky, the black and gold ballad of a tree, tumbled into your lap,
Juliette got out, because a name which she had heard made her want to get out She dodged herself. She pretended to remember that she had not seen Saint-fitienne-du-Mont for a long time, or the Place du Pantheon, deserted and majestic as some picture of Rome.
When she got there, she walked all round the square, without thinking of anything but the names of the streets opening off it She felt anxious. She asked herself whether her memory had not played a trick upon her,
"Rue d'Ulm." She turned pale. She stared at the enamel slab, as though to make it tell her whether it was a good or a bad omen. She turned into the street, which she scarcely knew-only from having walked along it once, with him, last year. To the left, tall buildings; to the right, low houses. It was farther on. Here were the railings, and the big house-front tucked away behind them.
She stopped at the corner of the rue Thuillier. All at once it became impossible for her to tear herself away from there* She could not take her eyes away from those railings, opposite ; the entrance-lodge, the door. Perhaps the few passers-by, people of the neighbourhood, were surprised to see that young woman standing there motionless, as though she were spying.